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MOTHER CAREY

(AS TOLD ME BY THE BO'SUN)

MOTHER CAREY?   She's the mother o1 the witches

'N' all them sort o' rips;
She 's a fine gell to look at, but the hitch is,

She 's a sight too fond of ships.
She lives upon a iceberg to the norred,

'N' her man he's Davy Jones,
*N' she combs the weeds upon her forred

With pore drowned sailors' bones.

She 's the mother o* the wrecks, 'n' the mother

Of all big winds as blows;
She 's up to some deviltry or other

When it storms, or sleets, or snows.
The noise of the wind 's her screamin',

(I'm arter a plump, young, fine,
Brass-buttoned, beefy-ribbed young seam'n

So as me 'n' my mate kin dine.'